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on to the ice until it seemed that the rudder must strike
against it. But in answer to the " ahead " signal she always
swung clear again and we strained some more on our poles,
grunting and panting. As the space of water between the
hull and the jagged edge of the floe widened we had the
comfortable feeling that we had pushed the floe away.
We did this all day, performing prodigies of physical energy,
leaning back on our poles and planting our feet, for leverage,
on the poop rail.
On the fourth day, when our clocks told us it wras evening
(for there was no other indication), the sun veiled itself
behind a blank cold greyness which showed the white glare
of ice above the horizon whichever way one looked. The
periods during which the screw thrashed ineffectively in a
pool of water beneath the counter, and during which we
strained with our poles over the rail, grew longer and longer.
Sometimes for half an hour we made no progress and then
moved forwards a few yards, only to begin again lashing the
imprisoned water astern of us into a fury. Penguins hopped
out of the pools on to the floes around the ship and stood
about uncertainly in groups watching. Inevitably they
were greeted with a shower of missiles and shouts of laughter
as, forsaking dignity, they propelled themselves away on
their bellies, only to return in a few minutes, their curiosity
unabated.
On our port beam there stood a large tabular iceberg,
dark against the glare above the horizon. Hanging over it
was its own glare, a streak of white in the grey clouds.
Others stood around farther off, each under its canopy of
white sky. The second mate took bearings upon them all
every quarter of an hour with the range-finder.
The second mate was a stocky little man of terrier-like and
aggressive cheerfulness. He had a short red beard of the
Captain Guttle variety and his cheeks were suffused with
myriads of tiny red veins which, he cheerfully asserted, were
the result of drinking gallons of beer. Above the beard and